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a poem as * Uplands,' although a fifty times better poem
than that is. People won't be preached to. Truth can
be incidcated far better by inference, by suggestion. . . .
I am glad to see by your note you are in good spirits.
I also now look on things in a different light; bnt, un-
fortunately, Lill, we poor mortals are more apt to be
swayed by moods than by circumstances, and look on
things through, the mist of these moods."

In the other letter he wrote:

"I am too worried about various things to settle to
any kind of literary work in the meantime. The weather
has been wretchedly wet, and the cold is intense. I
do trust I shall get away from Scotland before the win-
ter sets in, as I ana much less able to stand it than I
thought I was. Even with the strong air up here I can't
walk any distance without being much the worse for it."

One cause of the " worry " was a candid letter of criti-
cism he had received from Eobert Buchanan, whose
The Book of Orm had been one of Ms great favourites
among books of modern verse. Its fine mysticism ap-
pealed to him, and to the author he sent a number of
his poems, and asked for a criticism and hoping for a
favourable one. But, alas, when it came it was uncom-
promisingly the reverse; and the older poet strongly
advised tlie young aspirant not to dream of literature
as a career. Many years ago, he explained, when he
was struggling in London he tried in vain to get certain
employment of the kind, but he had never succeeded and
had had " to buffet the sharp sea of journalism." It was
a great blow. It produced a deep and prolonged depres-
sion, and it required all my powers of persuasion and
reiterated belief in his possibilities to enable him to pull
himself together and try again.

His hope was unfulfilled and he remained in Scotland
throughout the winter, at Moffat, where his mother had
taken a house. Despite the cold and the delay, he en-
joyed the long rambles over the snow-clad hills and in
the fir woods; and wrote a number of poems afterward
published in The Human Inheritance; and so vivid wereish his
